5 _ T'heTtvdMleKhfmefT, 

jdS Aeert natures childrenifmeeu- 

ty fire Bride and Bridegroomeffette Strew 

Bleffmgtheir fence, Vleyeeri 

T^t an angle ef theatre, ~ ’ 

Bird mclodiottt,or hirdfaire , . 

Js abfent hence. 

The Crew, the fattndropu ^Hckee, nor 

The hading Raven, nor Clough hee 
Nor chattringBie, 

Biay on our Bridehoufepearch or fing. 

Or with them any difeord bring 
But from it fiy. 

Enter 5 . ^ueenet in Tlackeyekh vailes fiaind,with rnff. 
riakCrownes.The j.^^eenefals downeat thfooteef 
Bhefeui'jTie i.fals downe at thefooteofHyfofttaiyyht 
3 « before Emilia, 

1. For pitlies fake and true gentilities, 
Hearc,and refpeft me. 

2. ^u. For your Mothers fake. 

And as you widi y^nr womb may thrive with faire ones,, 
Heare and refpeit me, 

3 • Now for the love ofliim whom Jove bath markd 
ThehonourofyourBed, and for the fake ' . 
OfcIeerevirginity,be Advocate 
For us, and our diflrcfles.* This good deede - 

Shall raze you out o’th Eooke of Trefpaffcs 
All you are fet downc there, 

Jhefeui, Sad Lady life. 

Hypel, Stand up i 
£>wi 4 Nokneesto me. 

W hat woman I may ftecd that is diftreft. 

Does bind me to her. 

Thef, What*syourrcgu«ft? Deliver you for all, 

1 . Wc arc 3 ,Q}iecncs,whofe SoYcraignes fel bef®» 

The wrath of crucll Creony who endured 

TheBcakes of Ravens, Tallent? of the Rights,. 

^ _ __ 


rfjfgTiifO Noble f . 

r .’n fhc fowlc fcilds of ThcBs, 

And pecks ^ bume their bones, 

SCrXatfo.nenesri^ 

With flench of 

Thou purget world jgive us the BonCY 

Sava thiswhichistheLyons, and theBcarcs, 

And vault to every thing. 

As TOte i-y %“«' '"S”!' ““ ‘ 

TEmnCrnnem, was your Lord the day 

That he fhould marry you, at fu^ a feafon. 

As now it is with mc,I met your Groome, 

By CMarfis ^ltar,^o\x were that time taitC; 

Not lunot Mantle faitet then yow Ti Clies, 

Norin more bounty fpreadhcr.Yout wheaten wreathe 

Was then nor thrcafiid,nor blafted ; Fortune at you 
Kaskdhts Ctsekawi* 

(Thenwaket yew eies)laide by 

He tumbled downc wpoia his Nenuan hide ^ 

And fwore his finews thavvd: O gtcife,and time, 

Fcarefiill confuracrs,you w ill all devourc, 

I, ^u, O I hope Ibnie God, 

Some God bath put his mercy in your matflioi^ 

Whereto heel infiife powre,and preCfc y ou fortn 
Our undertaker. 

The/, O no knees, none Widdow , 

Vato the Helmeted-Belona ufe them, 

Aud pray for me your Souldicr. . . ,, 

Troubled I am, tnrnfit sway, 
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